56       MY LADY OF ORANGE

" Read it, fool I " I cned.
" Oh * ... a safe-conduct . .     through
the lines . . * for the girl you choose . . .
Alva. . . .   Oh i well, I suppose you must
take her    Where's the money ? "

I flung the money hard in his face, and
dashed my fist after it

" There is your price," I cried     " Will
you jest with the messenger of Alva ? "

So Gabnelle de St Trond and I burned
away from the auction of women. Neither
of us spoke , she held my hand and almost
dragged me through the camp with half-mad
strength. She would scarce pause while I
parleyed for a moment with two sentries,
and when at last we had left Alva behind
us, she turned and looked at that camp with
wide fearful eyes, and caught her breath and
laughed a little sobbing laugh, and then the
wet blue eyes looked up at mine.

" I knew you would come ! " she said.
" You knew > " I cned.
" Yes, I knew/* she said again.
" ^is my fault you were ever taken/* I
said slowly.   " I do not hope you can for-
give me*   J have done what I could since/'